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" Your letter interested me, but I did not agree with everything in
it. Mrs. Leslie's son may not be a coward. He may simply have
a real vocation for religion. He may live in the things of the spirit,
and the world and all the things that seem so important to most of us,
may seem so shadowy to him that he could not take them seriously,
or pass his life as we do. There are people with the religious vocation,
just as you and I may have a vocation to be writers. Human beings
differ so immensely in temperament that I never expect them to
conform to my ideas, when I can't—half the time—conform to theirs.
My feeling about monks is not the same as yours. I have known
monks too well to feel as you do about them. Their lives are often
very strenuous and admirable. The Trappists of Africa, for instance,
the White Fathers of Africa, and others I have known : I admire
such lives far more than I can admire the selfish, greedy lives—
empty too—of lots of people I meet in the world, who think of nobody
as a rule but themselves and are eternally bent on ' having a good
time/ Of course there are splendid people in the world, but you
must know as I do, in London quantities of people simply devoured
by egoism, and greed and selfishness.
" No, you must not come to me for denunciation of priests and
monks. They have their valuable place in the world as well as those
who live more widely, and taste more deeply of what is called in
musical comedies, ' La Vie.'
" How is Mrs. Leslie ? I feel very much for her about her boy.
It must be very dreadful to feel that he is drifting away where one
cannot follow.
" Well, I hope we may meet and disagree about everything very
soon, and remain good friends in spite of our different views. I
enjoy your letters.
- Touti saluti.	ROBERT hichens."
" I often wish I were a monk myself."
That autumn on a grey day I arrived in Dublin on my way
through to Glaslough. George Moore in a mackintosh met
me at the boat and took me across to the station. We had so
much to discuss that it was with difficulty that I dissuaded
him from a cold and cheerless journey with me as far as Dundalk
Junction. He told me that he was re-writing Evelyn Innes,
and would like to send me the new proofs to read The
recollection of this fills me with confusion, I know that I was
not worthy of the compliment. My reviewing, and critical
faculties were very undeveloped. I did not understand or
appreciate Evelyn Innes in its right sense. The best I could do
was to advise that Georgina, who had red hair, should not be
described in a pink dress—an insignificant suggestion, but one
which the author accepted with admirable tolerance.

